/ 


The Diſtreſſed Shepherd; 


Or, Joy after Sorrow. 


To let me live; for why 
No pleaſure nor reſt J have, 
No happineſs can I ſee ; 
But when I am in the grave, 
From Fetters I ſhall be free, 
And alas] poor ſhepherd, &c. 


2 Then my innocent flocks 1 fad. 


. Toa Pleaſant Ne Tune. 3 5 Along by the ſilver ſtreams, 


— l ; 


Am a poor ſhepherd: undone, 
4 And cannot be cured by art; 
For a nymph as bright as the ſun, 
Has ſtolen away my heart. 
And how to get it again, 
There's none but ſhe can tell, 
To eure me of my pain, | 
* By ſaying ihe loves me well. | 


„And ales ! * pror ſhepherd, 
Alas] and a-well-a-day, 
3 Before 1 was in love, 


h] every month-was Mav, 


2 The nymph has a million of char ms, 


For I'm in Cupid's decoy, ' 


And alas ] poor ſhepherd, &c. 


On ruſhes I laid my head, | 
Poſſeſſed with golden dreams. 

And every ſweet delight, 
Mẽèooſt pleaſing to my eye; 

But now I am ruin'd quite, 

I know not the reaſon why. 

And alas ! poor. ſhepherd, &c. 


If to love ſhe ſhould not incline, 
I told her l'd die in an hout, 
To die, ſaid ſhe, tis thine; 
But to love 'tis not in my Power. 
I aſk'd her the reaſon why 
She could not of me approve ; 
dhe ſaid 'twas a taſk to hard, 
To give any reaſon tor love, 
And alas] poor ſhephera, &c. 


Moſt lovely to behold; 
IT d rather have her in my arms, 
Than glittering crowns of gold. 
The bleſſing I mayn't enjoy, 
Which cauſes me to complain; 


- She aſk'd me of my eſcate, 

| told her a flock of ſheep ; 
The graſs. whereon they graze, 
Where ſhe and I might fleep. 

» Beſides a good ten pounds, 
In old King Harry's groats, 
With hooks antl crooks abound, 
And Birds of ſundry notes, 

And alas] poor ſhepherd, .&c. 


And cannot get out again. 


- The violent pains of love, - 
There's no body knows but J. 
In eourting the powers above, 


But ſhepherd, one word by the way, 


If I to love you ſhould yield; 
1 think you are pleaſed to ſay, 

That we muſt lie in the field : 
Jam ſorry to hear it, alas! 

I'm ſure my charms it will kill; 
So if we muſt lie on the graſs, 

You ne'er ſhall gain my good will. 


And alas] poor ſhepherd, &. 


We ſhepherds admire no beds, 
Our valleys well may ſuffice; 
The canopy over our heads, | 
My dear, are the ſpangled ſkies. 


Our muſick is bleating of ſheep, 


And ruſſeling bows of trees. 
80 while in theſe vallies we ſleep, 
We ſhall not be troubl'd with fleas. 


And alas] poor ſhepherd, &c. 


Ten pounds in King Harry's old groats, 
Well, ſhepherd, if that be true, 


think I ſhall not make aughts 


Of ſuch a fine lover as you, 


My lodging III not deſpiſe; 


Whatever I ſaid excuſe. 


For ſhe that is truly wiſe, 


Will not a good match refuſe. 8 


- Then chear up, dear ſhepherd, 


Il no longer fay thee nay ; 


Thou ſhalt bathe in the charms of love, 


And flouriſh like bloſſoms in May. 


Sold in Bow Cburch-yard, Londen. 


* 


